THE SECOND AFTERNOON

Adele whispered, " Elle ne veut que parler en anglais'3
Then she opened the door to admit Waterlow and as
quickly closed it behind him.

Queenie, who was sitting up in bed, cried out in alarm
and shrank down beneath the sheet.

" Don't be frightened," said Waterlow kindly. " I've
come about your passport." He waved the crumpled
' sheet. " Your friend Arthur asked me to see what
could be done for you."

The heart-shaped face broke into a smile; the solemn
apprehensive eyes danced with pleasure.

" Oh, I am so glad!   Oh, please sit down."

He looked back over his shoulder.

" You don't mind if I bolt the door ? "

"No, please, I would be so glad if you would."

Before he bolted the door he opened it quickly and
looked along the corridor. Then he called, " Adele!
Adele!"

The metallic little blonde pecked at him from the
entrance of her own room next door like a dingy canary.
He told her that Milton would be here presently and
asked her to keep him downstairs in the dining-room
until he had finished his talk with Queenie. She hurried
along the corridor. He came back into the room, shot
the bolt, and hung his hat upon the handle.

" And now," he said, pulling the armchair beside the
bed, " I want to hear all about you."

" Ach) please, my clothes," she murmured shyly.
" Give them to me, please."

He picked up from the seat of the chair the flimsy heap
and handed them to her.

" Oh, don't bother to do that," he laughed when he